THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

for Sveneld and Yuri, and the women did not com-
plain, at least not more than usual. Volodara, in fact,
seemed gayer than she ever had been, and sang to
herself, rather tunelessly, about the castle. She was
with child already, but neither of the others were yet.
Now that Sveneld was Konung of White Walls, the
Varangs had the best possible time of it. There was
nothing in the town they could not have or do. Many
of them could not picture Constantinople itself as any
better than this. And Sveneld had Theophano and
Anna Maria both, as well as any other women he
might take a fancy to, which he had not thought
possible a very little time ago. He put nothing by for
Prince Bracislav, but instead broke into all his
treasure-rooms. He did justice well enough and
kept good order in the town; he thought of a new law
to make in spring about the salmon-fishing. He
hunted with hounds or hawks over the frosted ground.
He drank and sang and lorded it over the Russians,
and when he rode through the streets of White Walls
everyone ran out crying: cKonung! KonungP Some
times he made Theophano and Anna Maria dress in
one another's clothes, which they did not like, though
Anna Maria was pleased at having fine dresses and
jewels and serving-girls of her own. Once when he
was angry with the Princess, he told Anna Maria
that now it was her turn, and she could have
Theophano whipped if she chose* But Anna Maria
did not choose, and when he had stopped being
angry Sveneld was glad about that.
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